CQut | ander s
by Mke Strife

Cat egory: Hal o

Genre: Fantasy, Sci-Fi
Language: English

Status: | n-Progress

Publ i shed: 2010-12-28 21:20: 07
Updat ed: 2010-12-28 21:20: 07
Packaged: 2016-04-27 01:40: 30

Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 3,962

Publ i sher: www. fanfiction. net

Summary: First Cass Petty Oficer Rebecca Shaw, an experianced

| ongsword pilot responded to the call for all hands to abandon ship
during the battle for Earth. Bl acking out during her escape from
conpl ete genoci de she finds herself in a foreign

| and.

Qut | ander s
** CHAPTER ONE* *
Rebbeca Shaw Ti ne- Keepi ng, Locati on
1300 17/11/ 2552, Unknown

"Look at that!" exclainmed a stall vendor, dropping the coins a patron
had just passed her as she |looks in awe at the spectacle soaring
t owar ds t he ground.

The busy market pl ace of Kaville suddenly grew even | ouder as nore and
nore peopl e gasped at the spectacle. Across the distant nountains of
the Northern Tundra it appeared as though a crunbling blue-tinted
fireball was plumeting to the ground at great speed. Al but a
single cloaked figure was joining in on the comoption; this nman
stared in quiet contenplation, with a hint of sadness in his face. A
sadness that has been with himfor a long tinme. Beneath this figure's
cl oak only the shape of a | ongbow and interwoven chain-1inked | eather
boots could be identified. Less than a m nute passed before the flane
had di sappeared out of sight, apparently hitting the ground or

di ssipating before their eyes.

"It's that dammed hunter Agnite again!" Yelled a heavy
chai nmai | - donni ng Kavi |l | e peacekeeper.

"Surround hi mbefore he flees!" Procl ai nrs anot her.

Agnite swore at hinself for getting so distracted as to allow the



peacekeeper forces to spot him Nothing he could do about it now

t hough, already five heavily armed peacekeeper guards had him
surrounded. Agnite knew cl ose-quarters wasn't where his talent |ied,
but withdrew a short curved bl ade fromthe belt beneath his cloak
with a determ ned, steely-eyed stare at the cl osest foe.

Rebecca lifted her drowsy eyelids to flashing crinmson |ights,
instinctively raising a hand to cover her eyes. Blood accidentally
sneared across her forehead, | ooking down she realizes a puncture
wound to her abdonen. Vision blurred sonewhat, she sees dark grey

bul kheads, the inner of a ship of sonme kind. She nust be in the
cockpit as there are control panels and throttles laid out over the
dashboard ahead of her. Past the dashboard through what nust be thick
| ayers of glass she only sees what appears to be distorted ice...or
water, with the slight angle of her facing upwards her wanderi ng

i magi nati on was thinking of scenarios of her being crushed by falling
snow, in direct relation to a nenory of her early days serving in the
mlitary. No good, head pounding in confusion she decided first
priority is to deal with her injury.

Gimacing in pain the injured woman strains herself to | eave the
pilot's chair she initially thought would be her grave, but can only
manage to get to her knees and not stand. Slowy crawing to an
access panel she desperately pulls at the handle and retrieves what
could easily be m staken as a small gas canister. Flipping a | ever at
the top of the canister she | odges a protruding nozzle into her
stomach wound; a white creany substance begins to fill the wound,

qui ckly settling and beconmng a solid foamto seal the flesh in

pl ace. Bi ofoam a tissue-regenerative coagul ant commonly used for
quick fixes in the United Nation Space Comrand arned forces. To
Rebecca's disgust it doesn't really dull pain so nmuch; as although it
will hold the tissue in place and gradually allow healing, the
feeling of the substance coming into contact with said flesh is often
descri bed as thousands of ravenous ants crawl i ng around your

i nners.

The pain is unbearable and again she | oses consci ousness.

Awakeni ng from her slunber the pain has dulled somewhat. Using one
hand to w pe blood fromher nmouth and the other to grab a handhold to
rise to her feet, she stunbles over to the flight seat. Head

still thundering Rebecca attenpts to recollect her nmenories. UNSC
Navy First Class Petty O ficer Rebecca Shaw, experience Longsword
pilot for a Destroyer-class vessel. The call for ship-w de evacuation
was given, Rebecca was on stand-by already in her single fighter
known commonly as a | ongsword. That was when one of the alien
warriors entered her fighter, luckily just before she secured herself
in the chair. Not quite renenberi ng why, Rebecca presunmed it was with
the alien boarding party that infiltrated the vessel. She renenbers
it only carrying the race's signature crystalline cutlass nel ee
weapon, mnust explain how she woke with the bl oody abdonmen. A quick
scan of the cabin she sees no dead body, but surely she defeated her
eneny sonehow?

Scanners; dead. Engines; dead. Life-support; running at m ni nal
efficiency. It becones clear to her now that her front-end has | odged
into ice, but fromwhence this ice cones fron? An asteroid? Pl anet?
Wth no scanners it's |like being both deaf and blind to what's
surroundi ng the Longsword. She hates such a feeling of insecurity.



Must investigate; but feeling very weak still, quite likely stil
suffering froma concussion as well, she can't quite bring herself to
| eave the pilot's chair. The next few hours are spent recuperating,
but not sl eeping; checking her wist pad, a small electronic

mul ti - pur pose device, she figures she was sl eeping for around 25
hours. Al nbst an entire day in her hone planet's day cycle. She spent
her time checking and rechecking the scanner drives, hoping to get
sonet hi ng, anyt hing useful out of her ship. 'Her' ship, she would
always call it, seeing nany victories, and |osses, with this
particul ar ship. Rebecca has fought |ong and hard to keep hold of the
sanme ship, despite transfers, danmages done.

Gat hering her strength, she rises fromthe chair to walk over to the
comuni cati ons access panel, checking and re-wiring, eventually
giving up to approach another small panel which is a sinple wash
area. Looking back at her in a small mrror is a blood-stained face,
fromboth the struggle agai nst her unwanted visitor and the

acci dental w ping of her own hand across her cheek. Using a pack of

W pes she spent a couple mnutes w ping herself clean and securing
her usually unnaturally jet black shoul der-cropped hair into a short
back ponytail; not bothering to be particularly neat however it was
only a partial job, leaving collections of strands still hangi ng down
the sides slightly ahead of her dainty ears. Looking beyond Rebecca's
m nor 'l aughter |ines' bought on by over a decade of mlitary service
and her nodestly m ddl e-age of 37, as well as a snmall scar across the
| eft side of her upper cheek bone; her oval facial structure, ful
lips and eneral d green eyes have often been said to betray her

ot herwi se tough outward presence of a confident career-navy

wonan.

Slight sweat drops form ng on her brow she figures the
tenperature-control is surprisingly not out of order, but clearly
mal f uncti oni ng. Enough straining for now, still feeling the paining
stomach wound; Rebecca begins stripping off her flight suit.|Extra
care being taken to renove the flight jacket and bl ack vest
underneath; revealing a | ean, rather nuscular figure standing at
5'10" that could intimdate any nan. She grabs a fresh vest fromthe
wash station and renoves her trousers, now donning only a plain black
vest and shorts she glances quickly at scars fromcl ose encounters
with plasma burns, several lining her left armand both |egs.
Menori es flooding back, a hint of renorse replaces her expression of
pain. Still need nore rest, w thout proper nedical attention, the

bi ofoam fornula is still capable of conpletely closing a wound and
allowing tissue reconstruction, but it is a very slow and pai nful
process.

** CHAPTER TWO**
Rebecca Shaw Ti ne- Keepi ng, Location
2300 21/11/ 2552, Northern Tundra

Ice. Nothing but ice, for mles. An open plain of ice with patches of
snow is all that Rebecca can see as she scranbles up the southern
side of the trench dug out by the Longsword as it hit; with
nount ai nous peaks to the north. Exami ning the destruction she'd
caused to the | andscape she renenbers bl acking out as the wecked
Longsword descended. What is strange though, Rebecca doesn't recal
entering atnosphere, just...appearing in the upper atnosphere of this
unknown worl d. Exam ning the skies, it appears just |ike any standard



human-fri endly atnosphere she's visited before; Eridanus, Reach,
Earth. The nentally war-torn soldier instantly puts such nenories of
t hese now destroyed worlds at the back of her m nd.

Rebecca returns her attention back to the seem ngly endl ess trench
her ship had dug into the | andscape during the hellish |anding. It
trails in fromthe north-east, arching towards the distant nountai ns.
Rebecca had to trek up seven neters of steep nolten ice, wading from
the ship's ranp through wai st high water. She thinks to herself it's
quite lucky that the ice, nelted by the Longsword's | andi ng, hadn't
re-solidified. The scene was quite beautiful, the w ngspan of the
ship had created a 23 neter wi de enbanknent with varied | evel s of
pool i ng.

Turni ng back to ship however, the viewis spoilt by a charcoal ed heap
of netal front-end dug into the tundra. Doesn't make sense, Rebecca's
| ack of a menory of atnosphere entry betrayed how burnt up the
exterior of her Longsword appeared.

_**: | ongsword description:**_

She stand upon an ice nmound, clad in her spare full-flight uniform

If there's anything Rebecca has | earnt during her seventeen years of
piloting, it's that one should always stock their ship with as much
as they can get away. And this soldier has never been agai nst
hoar di ng t he occasi onal contraband. Al ways one to prepare for

anyt hing, she's always nade sure to request the non-standard

survival -grade (s/G flight suit, specially designed for those pilots
on nmi ssions where being stranded ground side is always a possibility.
In the few tines she had been ground ssde and by herself she had

al ways been glad to make the effort too. Al UNSC standard
flight-suits are conpletely vacuum sealed with full-visored helnet is
attached, but the s/ G variant included internal tenperature-contro
and kevlar interwoven into vital areas, while also being formfitting
to mnimse nobility restraints. Unfortunate that Rebecca was never
able to grab hold of one of the snow canp unifornms, her profile wll
stick out quite a bit in the solid grey of the s/ G variant.

One |l ast glance back at the ship, Rebecca places a smal

pi nappl e- shaped renote senser into the ground and activates a snal
dial. The sensor's |ower portion began drilling through the tundra
floor, it'Il reach three nmeters then stop, this'll allow Rebecca to
find the location of her ship using her built-in wist data pad. One
final check to nake sure her data pad is synched with the renote
sensor, she begins her long trek towards what she hopes is a sign of
civilization. Using an Oracle Scope usually attached to hi gh-powerful
sniper rifles Rebecca was able to see forestation to the south, with
multiple faint snoke trails. An approxinmate twenty-three mle trek
towards the forest edge, through desol ate tundra | andscapes. She sets
out .

"Ch oh oh this is gonna be something good, it's gotta be sonething
good. "

M kael has often been told he tal ks too nuch, the fact that he feels
the need to vocalize even when conpletely alone in the Northern
Tundra is evidence of this. But today, this adventurer has a reason
to be excited. For you see, M kael knows about the blue-tinted
fireballs that have very occasionally plunmeted to the ground

t hroughout history; nore inportantly, he knows of the treasures that



acconpany such an event. He's been called many things;
treasure-hunter, grave-robber, tonb-raider. This is how M kael keeps
his stomach full, and his equi pnent in decent condition. Mstly, it's
for the sense of adventure, he's known nothing else in life for a

| ong tine.

"Hmm not from anywhere | know of." the adventurer says to no one as
he stands atop the enbanknment of a seemingly recently forned shal |l ow
river, wi de eyes focused on what he sees as a miracul ous di scovery
where the river ends.

Respondi ng to her renote sensor al arm beeping from her data pad
Rebecca detours to the nearest raised tundra formation. A slow jog to
the el evated ground allows her to see the slight speck of the
Longsword's tail jutting out above the unnaturally formed trench.
Focusing her Oracle Scope in that direction she's able to easily nake
out a figure covered in thick furs. Fromit's stance this is clearly
a bipedal creature, but the thick furs prevent further

identification; it's at |east standing upright. And has a well -shaped
netal tipped spear jutting out the top of the furs covering the back
of this creature.

Theori es floodi ng through her head, she sits for a quick rest. The
still-aching pilot has travelled eight mles. |Is the figure studying
her Longsword a human? |Is she sinply stranded on a renote settl enent
out side of UNSC space that was sinply forgotten about? Suffering from
such harsh conditions it hasn't been unheard of for distant col onies
to have to resort to nore barbaric ways of living, could explain the
nmessy heaps of furs being used for warnth. Her thoughts then switch
to possible aliens, creatures that have evol ved i ndependently on this
pl anet. Standing back up after only a few m nutes, Rebecca deci des
the figure is not a |large enough threat to the ship for her to
abandon her journey to the forestation.

After sone thought before |eaving the ship, Rebecca decided to travel
l'ight, risking not having the needed equi pnent, but al so neani ng
she's able to cover nore ground in haste. A single MA ship-hul
friendly pistol and an M/ casel ess sub-nachi ne gun strapped to either
thigh, along with a 9" serrated single-edged knife hol stered above
the left ankle. As well as a still rather large-sized pack full of
survival tools. Should be enough to deal with any | ocal
non-industrialized inhabitants.

Just an approximate two mles |eft before Rebecca reaches the
tree-line she renoves an **MRE (describe)** from her pack. The pil ot
packed enough to sustain herself for just 72 hours. After consum ng
the dry, dull-flavoured foodstuffs she takes a few sips of clean

wat er from her pack's hydro-container. It was the first tinme she'd
felt the cold of this icy environnment, not wasting any tine Rebecca
qui ckly secured her helnet; back to the warnth of her internal

t enperature control

Dusk approaches, the distant star falling over the northern horizon

over the nmountain range. Rebecca nmakes a nental note of the tinme and
wi |l again at dawn, hoping to get an understandi ng of the day/ ni ght

cycle of the world.

** CHAPTER THREE**

Rebecca Shaw Ti ne- Keepi ng, Location



0400 22/ 11/ 2552, Barren Wods

"Trogl odyt es ahead." Wi spered a nud-covered nan, kneeling in the
dirt, curved wooden bow in hand. Wearing red furs all over, strapped
together with sinple strings.
"We nust head back, Johansen.”
hunt er .

Sai d another simlarly dressed

"We have cane this far, brother, do you not wish to test our
trai ni ng?"

"We may have been el ected to beconme nenbers of the village watch,
Johansen, but we have strayed too far fromthe village. W are being
trained to defend and hunt game, not to attack roam ng Trogl odyte
nobs. "

"Bah! Wiere's your sense of adventure!"

"Adventure beyond our village and purpose in |ife? Brother, what you
say is heresy!"

"Well we've gone and al erted them now anyway" Johansen said snugly,
poi nting towards the five Trogl odyte's now stal king his and his
brot her's position.

As Johansen pull ed back on his bowstring, his brother gasped in
terror at sonething behind them d ancing behind his own shoul der,
Johansen's sense of adventure is quickly filled with fear, a dozen
nore Trogl odyte's cautiously nove towards their prey.

Now novi ng t hrough the frozen woodl and in the darkness, Rebecca is
feeling heavily fatigued. Being on the nove for over five hours now
with miniml rests, still suffering fromthe mnor pain after her

bi of oam i nj ecti ons.

**.*%x x*forest description:**

Just as she lays down her pack for a rest and to give her
tenperature-control a break as to prevent overheating, she hears
di stant scream ng. Exhausted, but wanting to investigate Rebecca
pulls a small finger-sized cylindrical injector from her pack,
gradually lifts her helnet and places the injector to her neck.

Cl enched jaw the pilot presses down hard with her thunb, eyelids
shuddering slightly. Adrenaline-stinulation, a contraband product
where she comes from but sonething many pilots and | ong-skirm sh
ground sol di ers have been resorting to for prolonged m ssions.
Instantly re-securing her pack, the |l one pilot un-holsters her
sub-machi ne gun and starts a slow crouched jog sout h-east, towards
t he screans; doing her best to keep her profile | ow whil st al so
trying to keep from bendi ng her abdonmen overly as to avoid disturbing
the solidly-set biofoam

Peeking over a large fallen |l og towards a small clearing, Rebecca
finds herself staring at a very strange scene. Only a short distance
away is a battle of some sorts. The first things that cones to her
attention are over a dozen hunched over, scaly hunanoids with
glistening scale colour's that vary between shades of green and
brown. They all stand at barely five feet tall, with slender arns and



| egs, which | ook al nost comical attached to their chubbier bodies.
What doesn't | ook com cal however is the nenacing grin adorned across
their heads, fat round heads rem nd Rebecca of the great iguanas of
her homewor| d. Prom nent features include |arge oval eyes with
vertically stretched vibrant yellow irises, along with the

af orenenti oned toothy grin fromtiny out-ward pointing ear to

ear.

These creatures were all surrounding two single humans. Rebecca was
sure of it, these were hunmans, their bodies nore tightly wapped in
muddy furs with the previous figure she spotted, though this tinme put
together in an even nessier nanner. The body shape was for sure
human, she thought. Then she saw one hol ding a short curved bow turn
slightly, revealing a dirty face, but definitely a human face. She
was going to need to make contact.

The scal ed creatures were naked and all holding long sticks with
roughl y-cut stone pointy heads. Makeshift spears, very primtive, but
surely dangerous agai nst the two nmen hol ding their ground. The bowran
shot an arrow towards the nearest creature, hitting it in the | ower
abdonen, it fell. The rest of the creatures reckl essly charged.

Reckl ess, but with such superior nunbers, tactics weren't so

i nportant to overcome an eneny, Rebecca renenbers this being commobn
tactics for her race's eneny.

In a flash Rebecca started to lay down fire with her M/, quickly

t hough she realizes these creatures have a very high pain threshold
and can apparantly operate with several puncture wounds to the
abdonmen and chest. Even the creature with an arrow sticking into it's
stomach has risen back up now. Though her sub-machi ne gun nakes short
work of them it's still an incredible waste of ammunition to
nortally wound these creatures. Stepping over the | og the pilot

si mul t aneously holsters the M7 with her | eft hand and retrieves her

sl ender bl ack MBA pistol, |oaded with higher calibre rounds. This was
her favoured pistol nodel, it's actually a much ol der nodel than the
standard, but it's favoured anong pilots for it's | ess powerful
velocity making it incapable of actually breaching any part of the
Longsword' s hul |

Breat hi ng steadily, taking even steadier steps towards the action
just a dozen neters ahead of her. Petty Oficer First C ass Rebecca
Shaw unl oads her entire clip of twelve high-caliber, arnour-piercing
rounds. Now this isn't a pilot that specializes in |ong-range

hi gh- preci si on ground conbat at all; nore used to corridor shootouts.
But this pilot has had enough experience to be able to be as
efficient as nost 'ground pounders' with a pistol.

Seven of the creatures slunp to the ground with fist-sized holes in
their skull's caused by the high-caliber rounds' exit wounds.
Scarlett red and purple gore splatters the snow and covers the fur
hat of one of the native humans. The approaching pilot now had the
full attention of both the men and the creatures.

Johansen | ooks on in astoni shnment. The nonent he saw seven Trogl odyte
heads practically explode in front of him bits of brain and skul
splattering the back of his brother's head, he turned to

see. .. sonet hi ng.

A warrior, nmoving with graceful steps, wearing the finest sown
materials he'd ever |aid eye on. Conpletely covered in chillingly



dark grey colours over all but where the warrior's eyes should be.
Wearing a full helnmet, a shining reflective silver visor wapped
around the head. Johansen's mnd was leaning to thinking this warrior
was a female, but unsure if it was even human.

Wth a single fluid notion the approaching warrior |et sonething drop
fromher strange tiny mace, reached round to her back and slid in
anot her rectangul ar shaped object where the previous one fell from
Further | oud bangs acconpani ed several nore Trogl odyte brains bl ow ng
out. What is this warrior? A spellweaver? Never has Johansen seen his
village's shaman, coincidentally also the only spellwaver of the
village, performsuch incredible feats as to nake a dozen Trogl odyte
brai ns expl ode out of their skull

Then it happened. Johansen turns to see his brother kneeling,
clutching at an arrow torn through his jugul ar.

Rebecca i s taken aback by the sudden side-blow to her head. Spotting
nmultiple targets comng fromher left in the visor's notion tracker
she glances in that direction as she reaches for another anmunition
clip.

More of these creatures, brandi shing what | ook to be very nessy
cobbl ed-t oget her crossbhows. Despite higher nunbers and now havi ng
ranged weaponry they still run forward towards their prey.

"Dunb shits", the soldier whispers to herself.

An opportunity for sone anger-rel ease, an inportant stress-reliever,
as years of bl oodshed had taught this war veteran. As she switches
back to her rapid-fire sixty round M/ sub-nmachi ne gun the fou
dwar fi sh nonster have al ready covered a surprising amount of ground
for their stocky legs. At such close quarters Rebecca is able to tear
their heads to pieces with the M/, each eneny getting within at | east
three neters with her before she's finished with the |last. Four fel
down in a ness of their own gore in a matter of seconds, three

foll owi ng quickly after. Must have been a |ucky shot, the gl ancing
blow to her helnmet as they initiated their surprise attack, because
now bei ng at such cl ose range none have shown any signs of

mar ksmanshi p. The occasi onal short wooden stick, nobst not even tipped
with their roughly cut stones, would hit her in the body but be
easily absorbed by the interwoven kevl ar.

But then ' SLAM, another makeshift arrow hits her dead-centre of her
visor. Not even a scratch, but disorientated enough for the sane
creature to nake an agile and desperate | eap towards her, arnms |inply
reaching forward. A sidestep, a thin al nost skeletal hand just passes
Rebecca' s neck, followed by a bone-crunching sound to the creatures
fat skull as she punmelled it fromabove with 11 | bs of netal alloys.
Spinning to finish off the two final death-w shers, she recalls the
har dyness of such creatures so dropping to one knee as she | eans down
to unsheathe a conbat knife, using her entire body weight she drives
the deadly serrated blade into the previously downed creature's

skul |

Messy, she thought to herself. But pure child' s play to conpared to
her usual experiences.

** CHAPTER FOUR* *
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